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SILHOUETTE--by Jessica Faust 


From where I am sitting 
I can see two seagulls 
silhouetted 

in the sunset. 


iridescent biue-orange. 


The sun is an orange 
plate of fire. 


Cold eye of red, 
flaming. 






Why am I so thin these days? 


Tell him 1 do not wish 
to lose my spirit. 


Tell him I do not want 
to fall to Earth, 
shackled. 


Jessica Faust, a graduate student of geophysics at the 
University of Santa Cruz, has been about her perceptions of 


nature ever since high school, and has written two children's 
books. 
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HAIBUN CAUGHT ON А SANDY HOOK--by Mary Polansky 





Struggling against the wind. seagulls...then, they just drop 
down and stand, feeling breeze...one even yawns, like maybe gleeful 
Basho at Iro Beach, Japan...but no, it’s only Sandy Hook, New 
Jersey...yet the death of any sea diminishes me at low tide...I wait 
for all highs...as woman, I embrace the shore even more than Dan, 
who's gone off on a sacred search for peculiar shells, stones...he’s 
intenscly tender about an adventure with the great Sculptress, 
Temptress...curvy waves of eternity. 


Seagull, 
ready to take off, 
stands attentive 

to many shifts. 


--Written with the blue gusts in my face...August 31, 1995. 


Mary Polansky graduated from Kean College with a B.A. in 
English, works as a private English tutor and typis, for 
foreign and American students from her home, and continues 
10 write and give readings in the New York metropolitan area. 
Three of her poems were published in FOOTWORK: 
PATERSON LITERARY REVIEW (1993). The above рїесе,а 
Western variation on ап Eastern prose-poem. with relevant 
haiku added, involves seeing nature "at the moment"--an 
ancient Japanese form called "haibun." 


7 


ааа ОООО 









Wings Magazine, Inc. 1996 Vol. 5 No. 2 ings Magazine, Inc. 1996 Vol. 5 No. 2 


Wings Magazine Inc. 1098-03-22 
MY MOTHER--by Bulusu Lakshman 









THERE ARE ANGELS AMONG US--by Louis C. Scalzo 


There are angels among us, 

Oh yes, we see them every day; 
Though many of us never know it, 

They brighten our lives in their way. 


Her name. simply nameless. 

Her hands still seem to cradie me. 
Her smile bears the light 

of a thousand lamps. 

Her soft words echo love 

and resound in my heart 

like dancing anklets. 

Her prayers are a timeless ubiquity. 
Her heart, white as winter snow. 
Her sacrifices, too deep for tears. 
And she, a рост personified. 


Who are these angels, you ask? 

Well, if you will just look around, 
You will see them in the faces 

Of the little ones. our children. 


When these angels are young, 

They are so trusting and loving and warm; 
As they grow older they learn the world 

Is untrusting and unloving and cold. 


Sometimes, if you are lucky. 
You may encounter a grown angel; 
They are rare. and usually busy helping others, 


_  ————————_—— 
Louis Scalzo has been writing poetry throughout his life. He 
enjoys writing mostly from personal experience and observing 
those around him. His epic poem “Eternal Rock” was written 
while he was a cadet at West Point, and published in THE 
POINTER magazine. 


Ce eee 
Bulushu Lakshman received a B.E. in Computer Science and 
Engineering and B.S. in Mathematics from Utkal University in 
India. He is employed as Programmer/Analyst in Edison, New 
Jersey. and has had poems published in several anthologies. 
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CHANGE OF ADDRESS (Musical Chairs)--by Carol Sudik Moore 


Perhaps there is a degree of 
improvement to which 

a building block 

can aspire-- 

an inferior cell become healthier 
from its clectron orbit out 

But beyond the individual 
integrity 

of each inter-locking piece 

the physical vista we occupy 

is but a particular arrangement 
of matter units. 


Like cosmic Lego's 
we build up. 

tear down. 

The life we forge 

with all its trappings 
in this materíal world, 
is but a solid mirage 
of manifested thought. 
a temporary shelter 
for the homeless spirit. 


So when we move 

into a bigger house 

in an up-scale 
neighborhood. 

while the new house's 
building blocks 

may be more masterfully placed 
it is wise to remember 
after all the angles have 
been duly considered, 
We've attained little more 
than a change of address. 





Carol Sudik Moore is a forty-seven year-old classically trained 4 
musician married to her college best friend. Her poems have 
appeared in CAPPERS, POETRY MOTEL, CONFLICT OF 
INTEREST, AND NOMAD'S CHOIR. 
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CHEAPEST ON THE ISLAND--by Anthony L Day 


The center 

Of our lives 

18 Pier 53. 

Houses of paper 

And roofs of plastic, 
Cheapest 

Water-front property 
On the miserly island. 
We sing 

To thc stars 

Before the 

Burning oil drum, 
Songs of comfort 

And strength, 

Before sullied windows 
Ballads of pain 

And regret. 


Accepting 

The poetry 

Of the streets, 
Unable 

To understand 
Its role 

In our lives. 
Giving time 
To learn 
Would mean 
Losing time 
To live. 





Anthony 1. Day is a teacher at Fordham Prep School in New 
York City, and is pursuing a Master's Degree in Education/ 
English Lit. at Fordham University. He is currently con- 
tracted with Rivercross Publishing for a collection of short 
Stories entitled "Kaleidoscope, Five Views of Life." Also, "An 
Occurrence in a Mexico Jail” will be published by BOHEMIAN 


CHRONICLE. 
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ACT Ш IN OUR TOWN--by Errol Miller 


Now the stage manager’s gone, 

his stovepipe hat ajar, 

curtain’s up 

and the action's limited to a woman 
weeping in the balcony. After the play, 
you may ask yourself about the scencry. 
about substance and imagery 

and time spent just before dawn 

when morning mist hangs 

like an icy grip 

over rows of red-brick stores. 

The richest citizens were somewhere else, 
making love, perhaps, or arriving home 
from the Honky-Tonk where 

they danced ‘till milkin’ time. 


An eyebrow raises. 

the customers are wearing thin, 

a few in the audience are simply 

doing nothing. waiting for Act IV, waiting 
on tomorrow, waiting for the world 

to recreate a performance. 

But the band has packed and gone, 

headed for the trauma of downtown Chicago 
where Lillian Hellman directs evening traffic 
and hard-boiled leading men are 
relinquishing their roles to someone else: 
the death of the bible salesman, 

the death of the hired hand, 

and the deep convulsions of make-believe 
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where a series of highly stylistic steps takes 
the audience out past convention to 
the edge of town, to bare-bones 
small-town America 

where life is sliced tissue-thin 

and dissected into plot and conflict 
with no structure and no ending, 
just a long lonesome Pullman car 
journeying home for Christmas 

and a throng of relatives 

waiting in Trenton, 

transfixed in time and place. 


Eroll Miller's poetry has appeared in numerous magazines 
throughout the country, and has appeared twice in Wings. 
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On the ward, he asked for his Tarot cards and his Koran. He 
did readings. He exorcised demons. He played cards and prayed to 
Allah every morning as the sun came up over the East River. 

He wore a turban over his long hair. He was a prince among 
demons. Satan ruled. 

Qut of the darkness of his mind in the long years that followed 
with the rage and the nightmares, he groped his way back to the 
light, out of pure stubbornness and the will to live, as his 
new friends died daily around him. 

Blinding white light. An airplane. A ghetto street. Two dark 
eyes staring at him. 





——————————————————— 


Joe Stern's fiction appeared previously in WINGS. 
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OCTOBER ASCENDING--by Joe Malone 


Northward along the gravel path of the railroad tracks the 
bulrushes shine paler in the morning light of new October than they 
had all summer, and for the first time since spring the low dark 
stream can be glimpsed flowing in silence below the thinning 
fronds. And beyond the jagged line of bulrush tufts, the willows 
over the main toad to the west already blaze in yellow, splaying 
down the sun awash upon the flat browning grass of the county 
park. 
Thoughts and feelings blend up to the white sky. of course. and 
far downrange now and again, what seem like toy trucks move in 
the perfect silence of distance up and over and down the grade 
crossing at Cedar Lane. (Cedar Lane. Once long ago, a booklet 
from the county planners had bragged, in the glossy rounded G-clef 
print of the twenties, that this road would one day be the artery 
par excellence to the future “Hudson Bridge”, modern miracle 
linking the Garden State of New Jersey to the Empire State of New 
York from the little motion picture village of Fort Lee.) 

Thoughts and feelings to the sky, and to the skyline of 
silhouetted trees in front of the new sun to the east, up where 
Overpeck Meadow climbs into the woods and the ridge of the 
Palisades before the cliffs dive down into the river. (And high 
upon the hills, Madonna Cemetery; its church and stones 
facing forever west. West, where the Delaware Leni Lenape, who 
thrived here of yore, knew their souls would roam when free of 
mortal flesh. West, where the stone of Maybelle Sands forever 
gazes, through girlish eyes smiling out from the ancient snapshot 
then new, glazed still in porcelain beneath her name above her 
numbered days, May (like her name) 26, 1907-October 24, 1931 
(the day before Governor Larson and FDR cut the ribbon on the 
George Washington Bridge. "Hudson Bridge" no more. And 
Maybelle...) 

No trains come. Geese honk in the sky. (Maybelle looked like 
Audrey. Turn back the hands of time, the old song says; roll back 
the sands of time; and let us be...A dark January day, the first 
encounter, and slush melting from all their boots piled in the 
cloakroom. From the other end of the new classroom, where the 
radiators hissed in letdown from Christmas just past and the leaden 
Start of a new grade. The 6B; and Sister Bertrand. From the other 
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end of the classroom, with the steam of radiators white to the gray 
of the sky beyond the windows and the dark steeple of the church. ; 
Then Audrey was there, stepping out of the cloakroom. New to 
them all, her cyes smiling. And her new breasts just budding 
beneath the tan blouse of her sixth grade uniform (white for the 
little kids in the fifth and below). And her hair ponytailed in a red 3 
ribbon, like a cowgirl...) 

Where the rails pass the tennis courts the bulrushes recede to 
the far side of the stream leaving a sandy bank like a miniature T 1 
beach. Dozens of tennis balls lie strcwn through thc sand. or in 1 
the water where some float in brand ncw yellow. and others have 
long ago sunk below the surface, browned to the color of mud and 3 
pondweeds. (Will had loved to come down here as a little boy. š 
collecting the bright new balls from the water with the excitement 5 
he`d also have on the Easter egg hunt in Highwood Hills 
Highwood Hills. at the south end of town. Built on the soil trucked 
from the Palisades where they'd blasted a channel through for the 
George Washington Bridge. And now a woods had grown. 
Highwood Hills, whence gaze the squirrels and owls westward even 
as from Madonna Cemetery at the town's north end, Maybelle 
gazes. From her stone. And the stones of all the blessed dead. 
Did Will miss some of these bright future-flying balls, and they are 
now dull and dead at the bottom... Will. Will haggard in his 
endless struggle. The demons...) 

Where the park road loops in to the restrooms beside the 
running track, and the stream is flanked by a small stand of 
cottonwoods. Through the pale light beneath their crowns. a group 5 
of young volunteers can be seen. laughing and tying ап агс of 
balloons over the road for the Walktoberfest. One boy trips. and 
two of his balloons waft up into the sky. Silver and green. they 
float up above the roofs of the restrooms. up above the tops of the 
cottonwoods. spiraling away beyond the oval runes of the soon-to- 
fall oranging leaves. (Beyond the park, the muffled hum of 1-95 
as it arcs around from the south eastward toward the George 
Washington Bridge. It crosses the tracks low in the sky near Cedar 
Lane, as if levitated. When Dad drove his Chrysler Airflow 
proudly out from Glen Ridge through the mountains beyond West 
Orange. there was nothing but marshes here. Glen Ridge; those 
days of calm and golden sun. But the clouds came in...Dad would 
be ninety-four now...) Where the tracks lie abreast of the high 
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school playing field, the balloons are tiny moons in the sky. 

One caught by the sun in silver fire. The other a silhouette in thc 
fired one's shadow. (..How old was he when Audrey disappeared? 
Almost fifty?...) Approaching the DPW yard and the recycling 
center. The balloons are still rising, northeastward, beginning to 
move apart. (...Dad missed Will’s birth by nine months. Because 
Will was conceived by accident in the hectic aftermath of his 
funeral...)) 

Between the tracks and the playing field a larger stream 
appears. Ducks laze by in the algae-grecn water, at the foot ofa 
cliff of reeds. (It looks like a miniature of the Hudson under the 
Palisades. The George Washington Bridge was there even then, and 
Dad must have been proud and happy what with his new home and 
new car. And new son...) So high in the sky it seems but a 
confection of light, a jetliner seems to lie in perfect silence. as it 
roars off to Europe. One balloon. a dot of light, rises to meet it. 
The other moves away to the north, a speck of darkness. (Are the 
flaws of the fathers passed on to the sons? And to their sons 
again? Will. Turbulent Will...) 

Off the tracks and across the hill of woodchips, the lone 
macadam space of the DPW yard. Past the Goodwill clothing bins 
and the dumpsters for junk mail to the arcaways for glass: brown, 
green; white. Up on the coping, somcone has placed a blue bottle, 
a misfit for its very beauty. It glcams in the latening sun. (There 
havc been good days 100, of coursc. splendid and warm. Will’s 
mother. Calm golden sun...) 

Above. the jetliner is gone. One balloon persists, a point of 
light. Below, lying on the macadam, unobtrusive among random 
picces of cardboard and bottle caps. a snapshot of a family 
And a few inches away. another. Three. four. five, or more. 
Smiling from out of the past. the couple holding hands, and the 
children sitting silly at their feet. Or everyone in canoes. laughing 
and splashing. Or dancing around the Christmas tree. 

And up above. there is nothing but the white October sky. 








Joe Malone's poetry and prose have appeared previously in 
WINGS. 
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Her mother appears in the doorway swathed in a crimson kimono; 
long limbs sculpted beneath satin, and lips in one line of 
disapproval as she takes in the scene. She tells him to let her 
go and picks her off the sink. They will fight, she thinks - my 
fault - as she buries her face in the recess of her mother's neck 
where it is warm like bread. 

*How can you let a child touch a sharp blade? What's the 
matter with you? Leave her alone." 

* * + 

There is a wide gap in his boxer shorts. She doesn't recall 
it being there before. Latcly, her eyes are drawn inexplicably 
to that place; to the globus sacks that hang like old men curled 
slecping in a chair. When he isn't looking, she examines him; 
the corded muscles in his arms, the curve in his back like the 
rump of a beast. Hair on his chest has begun to grey, and his 
smell is suffused with a fetid odour she finds strangely 
attractive and repulsive all at once. 

He gazes in the mirror towards her. “Your mother’s still 
asleep," he says. 

She takes the razor from his outstretched palm. The bladc 
rests in her hand; light, innocuous, deadly. Slowly, she plies 
the sharp edge across his jaw listening for the singular hiss and 
then runs it beneath where the vcin pulses. His hand rests 
gingerly on her hip. 

“Not so steady on my feet this morning," he murmurs. 

“You and Mom got home late last night." 

She pictures her mother's sleeping body. An arm draped over 
her eyes, and mouth wide open as if aghast. She hopes her mother 
doesn't awaken yet. A comfortable silence wraps around them. 
She feels as if she is still his little girl, as if her nipples 
don't jut forward like a pointer's snout, and the slit in his 
Shorts doesn't exist. She lowers her flushed face. 

“I think I hear Mom,” she says -- relieved, head down. 
"I'm not supposed to touch the razor.” 

"Right." He brushes his knuckles across her rounded cheek 
and pushes the long brown hair behind her car. 

* * * 

He is а like а great hulking beast. She watches him from 
the doorway with a grimace on her face, contemplating whether or 
not she should enter and take the hairbrush she necds. He 
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splashes his grizzled cheeks with water, and groans, wipes his 
hands across his eyes and hawks phlegm out of his throat. He 
squints at his reflection as if uncertain of the image, before he 
spots her in the doorway. A smile lights his face. He embraces 
her, an arm across her shouiders, his fingers graze the underside 
of her breast. She quickly slips out from under his hold. 

“Where are you going in such a hurry?" he asks, as he 
Jathers his face. The silver blade clears the first stroke. Her 
eyes snap shut at the noisome stench that rises from his body 
when he lifts his arm to shave his other cheek. He stinks like 
rotting vegetation, as if his body were decomposing right in 
front of her. She leaves the hairbrush in the basket on the 
counter and runs out of the room. 

... 

Midnight; she is in the tub lathering her legs with the 
wooden-handled brush; her father's razor close by. She lights а 
cigarette with her free hand and inhales decply. Therc is a shot 
of Chivas in a tumbler that she sips from. Cocooned behind the 
shower doors, she shaves her legs using long strokes and washes 
the excess lather in the trickle of water running out of the 
faucet. Her mind wanders to the young man she sees on the bus 
each day on her way to school. She imagines shaving him right 
there in front of all the passengers, brushing against fat old 
ladies as her daddy's blade slips across his pretty face 
Afterwards, her father would ask. “Who the hell used my razor?” 
She takes another drag off the cigarette and thinks about 
splashing Aqua Velva on Daddy's nicked jaw. about drowning. and 
how he barely saved her. The Chivas burns its way into her 
stomach as the blade sparkles in her hand like a magician’s wand. 

Onc leg is completed. There are tiny red streams running toward 
her feet. The blade scrapes against her other leg; white lather 
becomes infused with blood. She sucks in her breath at the 
stinging sensation, gulps down the rest of the Chivas before 
extinguishing the cigarette in the pool of dirty water at the 

base of the drain. As she emerges from the tub wrapped in a 
towel. her father opens the door slowly, his face closes as he 
takes in her appearance. 

“You weren't in your room.” 

"I've been in here." 

"Using my razor?" 
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“Just shaving my legs.” 

He hunkers down and takes a good long look at thc cuts on 
her skin. “You shouldn't be using a straight edge on your legs." 

“Next time I won't." 

"Honey," he rubs his hands along her burning calves. 

She steps aside and palms the razor in her hand. "Go to 
bed, Dad. Гм almost finished here. Go on, 1 think I hear Mom." 

“You ought to put something on those cuts." 

“I will" She clutches the towel to her chest. Get the 
fuck out of here, she rages in her head, staring as his crooked 
toes shuffle back and forth before he finally leaves. He remains 
outside the door for a long moment, then enters the bedroom. 

She locks the door, the towel falls to the floor. Everything 
around her and inside of her is dull, without definition, except 
for the razorblade. И is the shinicst object in the bathroom. 
Held near the light, it reflects a prism that rains over her 
head. She snaps open the blade and is gratified by its swishing 
sound, likc the whine of an accordian. Open and shut, open and 
shut. until shc perfects a rhythm similar to her own quickening 
breath. Abruptly, she lowers the razor to just below her jaw, 
and stares at the benign glitter of thc edge against her skin. 





Zeeva Вика! is completing an MFA in fiction writing at 
Brooklyn College. She was recipient of the Irwin Shaw Award 
in Fiction, in 1994. 
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TREE--by Abbie Panettiere 


There’s a large, old maple tree across the street from us which 
has been dying for a year or more. In the course of many windy 
storms we've had, branches or parts of branches have fallen, giving 
the tree a jagged outline when seen against the sky. One time, a 
large limb fell on a car parked at the curb, denting the roof badly 
and scratching the paint. Sometimes, the pieces fall in the public 
domain or in the street. One limb, which used to grow out at an 
angle to the side and towards the sky, has gradually twisted around 
as the tree has died until it’s nearly horizontal now and reaches 
across the street pointing at our house. 

The bark is gone from many boughs where the ravages of 
disease have loosened it and wind has blown it away. Only a small 
branch at the crotch of the tree and one near the top had leaves 
this year, small green flags bravely giving the lie to the condition 
of the tree in general. 

I was looking out at the tree this past Spring and saw a white 
car parked at the curb under the side where lots of small branches 
had already fallen and where more were reaching out their 
bleached, barkless limbs. A woman was engaged in leisurely 
washing her car, a task she seemed to be enjoying, but to my mind 
she was totally oblivious of the danger she was in from falling 
branches. I knew she was from the neighborhood, having seen her, 
from time to time, coming back from the grocery store with one of 
her children holding onto one hand as she dragged her grocery cart 
behind her with the other. Surely she must have seen the branch 
that had hit a car parked in that same spot. She was dressed in 
denim cutoffs, flip-flops, and a flower print blouse which she had 
tied in a knot under her ample breasts rather than button it up. 

She smiled and crooned to herself as she dipped her sponge into a 
bright red plastic pail of soapy water and slowly covered the roof of 
the car in broad sweeps, leaving a sudsy trail across from front to 
back on each pass. 

It was a windy, clear day, though it was hot for May, and the 
tree’s branches trembled and waved above her, but she smiled as 
she worked and took no notice of the danger I was sure she was in. 
I went to the door and opened it, intending to call out to her to 
warn her that the tree was dying, that branches had fallen from it-- 
that she should just look around and she'd see them--and that more 
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were likely to do so at any moment. But as I stepped out on the 
porch, a small branch fell near her on the public domain. 

She heard it as it hit and turned an inquiring glance to see 
what had happened, then looked up at the tree. She saw the state 
the tree was in but shrugged her shoulders and continued sponging 
the car, hefting the red pail, dipping the sponge in, squcezing it to 
fill it with soapy water, then sponging the hood, the fenders and 
the bumpers. She seemed totally unconcerned. 1 watched her for a 
few minutes, wondering why she was not worried at all, then left 
her to her job. 

My husband and I took to watching the tree, each time there 
was a windstorm, to see what kind of damage it might have 
sustained. And cach storm produced a new crop of fallen wood 
lying at its base, though the tree was never uprooted, as one with a 
full crown of leaves was, during a windy, rainy day in June. 
Through the months of a very hot, dry summer, it stood and 
reached out its nearly lifeless branches to the sun, which bleached 
and dried them. And as we watched, after each high wind, we saw 
that the one branch on the side was gradually twisting around. 

By Fall, it had developed noticeable cracks at various spots. I 
wondered how deep these went into the fiber of the branch and 
whether they were causing it to twist toward us. Had these cracks 
weakened the branch seriously or were they merely a surface 
problem? 

We had many rainy, windy days this Fall, perhaps to 
compensate for the dry, hot Summer that had preceded it, and each 
time we would look as the rain and wind pelted the tree and bet 
that this was the time that the branch was going to come down. 
"Look at the cars parked on the curb under that branch!" I would 
exclaim. "You'd think people would check more carefully to see 
what was over their cars when they parked them. The branch will 
come down for sure this time." 

And after each storm, the next morning, I would go to the front 
window to look out and the branch would still be there, turned a 
little more toward us. 

Last night a particularly bad storm was predicted for our area, 
one bad enough that the weather service flashed a message across 
the bottom of the screen of the TV during the movie we were 
watching, to the effect that a severe wind watch with heavy rains 
was predicted and that people should avoid traveling if at all 


34 








‘Wings Magazine, Inc. 1996 Vol. 5 No. 2 





possible. I went to the front window to see how the tree was 
doing. 

Dark grey cloud masses roiled and tumbled in the wind. Sheets 
of rain, showing in the streetlight next to the tree, drove almost 
sidewise, filling the gutters and pelting down the street. The 
branch was glistening palely in the light and the rain and wind 
were buffeting it about, so that the branchlets at the end looked like 
long. ghostly fingers beckoning to me as the branch extended itself 
across the street 

I'm not superstitious, but I felt a sudden chill. Was the tree 
calling to me? Was it beckoning me to look at what it had 
become, what disease and the ravages of age had done to it? Or 
was it challenging me, telling me that no matter what happened, no 
matter what illnesses it suffered or battering it received from the 
elements, it would prevail, that it would always be there. 

“For God's sake, why don't you break?" I said. “Get it over 
with. Just break and be done with it." 

A strong gust of wind suddenly swept the tree and blew the 
branch until it trembled and shook; its pale. leafless fingers 
whipped back and forth. 

In the morning, it was still there. 





Abbie was published in the Spring issue last year, and still 
works at the Helen Keller National Center. 
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A RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE--by Charles Rammelkamp 


All that Spring, since he lost his job. Robert Duncavage has 
had the feeling he has stepped outside of history. The world goes 
on without him; it does not need him. Though he reads the 
newspapers religiously, current events no longer have any relevance 
to him -- or his experience no longer seems to have any 
significance as far as the World Historical Process goes. At best. 
he represents a statistic, the growing number of the unemployed, 
but in its morc critical aspects. the historical dialectic proceeds 
without him. He has been chewed up and spit out. 

That Spring the Russians democratically elected a president for 
the first time, and the citizens of Leningrad voted to change the 
city's name back to Saint Petersburg; the capital of the reunificd 
German republic has moved from Bonn back to Berlin. Miami and 
Dcnver have been chosen for major league baseball franchises. Not 
only is history reshuffling the deck for a New World Order, but 
even the structure of the Major Leagues is changing. 

But none of this has any importance to Duncavage. By 
contrast, during the war with Iraq, he felt like a part of the 
lrama; at work he and his colleagues discussed military and 
plomatic developments with all the fervor of United Nations 
representatives negotiating international peace treaties. Now, none 
of these outside events matters to him. Duncavage rarely leaves 
he house any more, only emerging to take his daughter, Cynthia to 
chool in the morning and to retrieve her at the end of the day. 
le runs household errands, does the grocery shopping, goes to the 
ithletic club during the mid-morning lull when he is not likely to 
neet any of his former cronies. He goes out on job interviews 
vhen he happens to have one, but these have become rare 
Xcasions now that Spring is about to give way to Summer. 

Duncavage has taken up cooking as a hobby, preparing dinner 
or his family cach evening, surprising them with a new 
xperimental dish most nights. Yahwch, the Judeo-Christian deity, 
vho revealed Himself in historical events. the One we ail know 
imply as God, no longer has any truck with Duncavage. These 
lays, Duncavage's deities are household gods, gods with a 
owercase G -- Bunn-o-matic, god of the coffeemaker, Aromaster, 
04 of the food processor, Panasonic, deity of the microwave oven. 

And we must not forget Sanyo, god of the videocassette 
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recorder. On this sweltering, muggy June afternoon, Duncavage sits 
in front of the television in the breeze of the electric fan, paying 
tacit homage to Duramaster, god of the oscillating fan, watching 
Jack Nicholson in THE TWO JAKES, when fate comes calling at 
his door. In some respects being unemployed is not all that bad, 
he thinks ruefully, watching Nicholson testify in court about the 
Bodine murder. At last he has a chance to catch up on all those 
movies he's missed since Cynthia turned six months old and began 
to squeal and cry in movie theaters, putting an end to movie-going. 
Already he has seen most of the movies he wanted to see last 
Summer and Fall, including HENRY AND JUNE, PRESUMED 
INNOCENT and BONFIRE OF THE VANITIES. 

This thought passes idly through his mind, dubious and 
unremarked, when the doorbell rings. Startled, Duncavage 
reaches for the remote control and knocks over the plastic case the 
vidco came in. Probably a salesman, he thinks, annoyed, 
retrieving the case and grabbing the remote. Не clicks the movie 
off. At home during the daytime, Duncavage finds he is 
prey to telcphone salespeople and the occasional door-to-door 
peddier. He resents these people for making claims upon his 
attention; he knows full well he can not buy what thcy are offering 
to sell. 

Through the diaphanous lace curtain shielding the front door, 
Duncavage can see a reedy black man in a summer jacket, fanning 
himself with something he holds in his hand. Already thinking 
salesman, Duncavage opens the door. 

““Scuse me. Y'all mind if I step inside for just a minute of 
your time?" The old man's bent stem of a body, the yellowish tint 
of his skin and the thin grey hair on his head, so fine you can see 
the muddy scalp glistening with sweat, make Duncavage think of a 
dandelion gone to seed. “Just for a minute." That is when 
Duncavage sees the Watchtower and Awake! the man is holding. 

"Hey, 1 really don't have any money," Duncavage says 
truthfully, getting right to the point, but the man waves away 
the objection, takes a step forward, and Duncavage stands aside to 
let him pass through the door. Duncavage walks over to 
the television set and turns it off. 

“I was just watching a movie.” 

“I won't be but a minute,” the old man promises, flourishing 
his magazines. He sits down on the couch and runs a hand across 








37 





















































6£ 


Jo PA эц) $20614 “suorssəiduro3 эц) шиоргэд р!поцѕ aq IM 1səq5 

s uew эці uo Jods эц) spur эң 'ә80и8иру aang “Day se ə|duns 

SV 'sse[? 442 A ur 348061 Kay] чоцеүролэ. ‘Зитщеәзд ‘Аемие 10} 

wáuoe ap Ояр 28V ogy Buyu "nou s,ueur эці ош 

suit21q omb om) s«o]q ЭЧ *Зшор 51 əy зеца Suriopisuo5 1пофил\ 

*uog) pue ‘ито siy umop Зани 1299915 jo әш е pue зАц £218 

Sty 5191105 ay) je o[nids “пош s uew эц) 16 5300] IH ‘Айле8 

exu шщ uo umop 811222165 uoisseduroo pue xe21que2u ‘orued 

jo зәртаод uysa e ‘uny uo umop 81155929 uonou jo x501 э8пц 

€ ээр ues oSeAvoun(p 'TETIOW os -- o[qe1ou[nA os “опәц1е@ os sxoo[ 
ЭН ooy Шоо: Jurar эц} 0) чеш ou 51940 эЗелезипа 'Ápuon 

“8шивэд 10u $1 иеэц эці па “95(04 Р 81 эхэ) 

jt 295 0) 16011 $ меш əy} u! 419226 рпозео эц) uo 122uij $14 sind 

ЭН `səun sup зэдшэШшэл o) Аи 10126 211528815 e әз Хүеэпнэ 

Juur) ‘mou Əərnpə301d эц) ]je291 O) sou] ЭН “H popoou 1949 

эц 2582 ur әлец 0) oSpojmoux [njosn oq ртом и Зин *u1oq sem 
BIYWAD ләзув 1sn[ JOM j£ 951102 sd) 3919 € оо aBeavoung 

“эвпоц 194 oiu! 22uo je sumi ous та ‘әделеоипд 119904 30141151р 

10) 5005691 имо 494 seq ЧЭЭН ,j4ouodiour ue 51 $141 ИДЭВ ‘mou 
34881116 WED 12194 ur xoene ney e Зшлєц иеш e s 3IL, 

трәшлеје 

‘dn $4001 yog “no рвэц sty sxons pue зоор эц) uədo ѕҳиеќ 

ЭН 100p эц) YORI 0) 2154 514 ur ə[q#133J5 эч} 1940 599315 

эц pue “емәртѕ эц) uo Furpueys РОЗИ PH 5225 эц 'oprsino 

"3: wiy 2413 0) зэдэвГ sry suodo “цопоэ эці ойо уед иеш эщ 
soysnd pue 193201 2ц) JO 1по sayng э8елеваа nsof ЧО» 

5242 Sty эе Зищоицо “ргвмор 

зэцэн4 шеш эц) -- 424240f aay -- 84Ц 514 uo [NS ром 25043 

QHA, .i39A9130J DAT] Цім [TBA MOY ‘И 118э| 0) MOY pue э8еп8 ие 

amd ow) 10046 үүе,А 121 ПОЛ “Aes и yeya peor jsnf eA СИ 

soy Kouour ou эш Áed о} элец ).uop JJe, A auizegeu 514) 248) E.A 

гэлэн, ‘попало ƏUIAIp JO S201) IY) ш jt së “рвэц $14 5905 

pue soda $14 $25012 ЭН 53164 4830р эрэ ur Suturto5 $1 41222 

sty pue  nuoA oj #шоЯ s} oq Ji se ‘эЗелезипа o) Mou IH ÁjoAnisod 

syooy пеш ou], , 59101416 АОН HI ‘ром 5,рог) SI эЗепдие 

эш әчү jadenguey этай oui yeods 0) Surusesy Aq дәзто4 
221) иез j]£,A jMOU oSengue[ ond эц) Uses] uo qje,Á MA., 

чүш} pesani эц) se souojs цэн 149228 

ues Ápoq&ue yey) pazewe sÁeM[e ST эн `ио!81ә1 pəpunu-əlduris 819 
10j ши] Зшќпа ‘yards s,ueur эц) 0) Ápuoned suojsi] o3eAeoung 





Е ee 
Z oN SIA 9661 ш *әшгеЗврү SIUM 


TON STA 9661 


86 





4I9pJo рром Aou эц) чим 
X9*q Əuro5 ѕпѕэг Inun sr 5801) fem oy) 5,164) puy “801485 sem 
$12410 dy} Jo 2uou 16Ц jo INO 25095 ou очеш ),upjnoo oym sajdood 
Suuoqqef 10әләју:р ролрипц e olur purjuew pojoneos "queo эц) 
850108 so[doad шә Пе рәзәпеоѕ por ‘sem појде aoe[d poyorm 
Ë yey моих е, pue *uo[&qeg 51 yorga ‘joqeg Ш o1oq 14811 
jiosumy prop эц) оз 1940) уе mq Kou "ugAogoy эх 1snf oq 
pino» £oqp os “шэлвэц 0 эзэц) dn щЗи quii» ріпоо эц os “amo 
E soA[ssuroq) рипд о) pats] purqugur Udy) зан IUO 9S;ƏA 'UoAo[o 
Jadeo ‘3159195 ,'spioA Jo 195 ouo pue oSenSue[ ouo Jo sem qireo 
ay) Пе, "Suruuigoq oq) ul (под пор eq) моцх Це, д o8enSur] 
пә Sutsnjuo3 áq dn ршҳиеш pojoneos por) qeg 16 MOUN пе. A. 
"eum 25124 ‘99141 19)4ецо. ‘ЧепгеЧаз7 . Jepjnous o) 1op]nous ш 
9A198 0) 19р10 u! “цвлоцэг Jo aureu эц) подп {ео oj Пе uroq 10) 
зархо ur “эЗепЗив| sind e oj эЗиецэ oui 314024 01 oad [[eus |,,, 
"ШЕШ SY} WOI o[qe) 2202 IYI $50396 122; ээг) ‘иецо Зитуоол 
odeur эц) ш 1855 е soy) оделезипа «¿Benue ond oy], 
"uree ро 1481 эц) un] pjnoo 
эц soysim ay mou mg оніо] ay) цәл18 боо) ‘Ayoods эрэ e әдќеш 
“зэ8иеэ15 ? цим uoissnosip в 20у 9161140144еш: pouroos [ooo Amopeys 
эч) Mq `0 5198 oui ЦЕ ЅәлЕ2] әЗелеошпд $Аер joy UO “WSrdur 
9u) ur Ациеэции pue gsuaat[ 8шээ5 uris SIY jo MOTTA oq] 
"ue2rddns е oxrp әову s,oSeAeounq oru; dn $4001 ЭН .osenduey 
aand эц) jnoq? ojnurur е 10) 16,501 ү 0) parue K.uo [, 
"opus 0] son 
"dn syool иеш pjo әчү 5213 Su) шщ зриеч ән 4420 под, 
"BJOS ou) uo этэ) 148:1 ээцен ons&u) e oli 8и108 ‘ээиэмэ4хэ 
snordtjor e 8шлец st эц и ѕләриом adeavounq ‘yeis ÁA]puids е uo 
spuoj peop Suidoosp эх pieno dey цэгц “зэдэвГ sty Jo spade] 
эц) Ад рэозоуитэл st juejd Зип е jo 1О1552:4ци ayy  Surgonoi 
ѕәәиҹ "ur рәцэша ѕзәрүпоцѕ *poso[p sado $14 цим џеш эц) spur эц 
aym “WOOT Zua oq) 0) ѕилтәт pue 5481$ oSeaeounqp `o) uəddou 
0) әш payoig “WQ uo ием 0) әделеэипа PAd SƏY jr se $1295 
Jsowye и 119 ‘Аер jou е uo yup 1005 е 48 oq soSpnugoq эц 
WY) ION "иеш ро эц) 10] зэв роз Jo 55818 e 1004 oj vaya 3ul 
от эпо 5ҳүем pue цолоо эц) эр1524 dure] e uo 5011) oSvAeoung 
«GIBVEM JO $5818 е 10} ђе, әјапоп | p[no3 ‘st Араб, 
«iM 3,051 “әлә 100 Joy AHƏid, 
“s198uly 
$1 Jo sdn əy} uo omjsrour oy) j? YOO] o) uəq1 sasned 'peouo1og зщ 











эш] *2urze2e JA; SZUM 


_— —canO as 


Wings Magazine, Inc. 1996 Vol.5 No. 2 


his right band on the breastbone and pushes straight down with his 
left hand on top of his right, fifteen quick compressions. Then he 
breathes into the man's foamy mouth again, this time thinking 
AIDS...AIDS...AIDS.... He alternates the cycle of pushing and 
breathing. Pretty soon he hears the distant wail of the ambulance 
approaching. He checks to see if there is a pulse, finds none, and 
resumes the cycle of pumping and breathing. After four more 
Cycles, he checks again, and this time he finds a feeble pulse, He 
breathes into the man's mouth again. At last the Emergency 
Medical Unit arrives and a man in a white smock takes over. 

Duncavage is shaking and his shirt is drenched with sweat, his 
breathing is deep and quick; he can almost taste the air. Over the 
next few days, a transformation will gradually occur. Once again, 
time will hold great importance for him, like a cupped hand 
offering a gift, a chance, an opportunity: each event in his life 
contains its own mysterious significance, revealed and concealed 
both at once. He is a part of history again. 





—— —  . nS 1, 
Charles Rammelkamp's story, LOST IN THE FOG, appeared in 
the Spring 1995 issue (Vol. 4 $2). 


40 


тез DR s Sas | 








Wings Magazine, Inc. 1996 





ELIGIBLE--by Arlene L. Mandell 


Gloria, listen. Here's the situation. You remember me telling 
you about Randall? No, not the bass player. The new man in our 
department. Right. Six feet tall. Black, wavy hair curling over 
his collar. Right. The academic hunk. Now that I think of it. not 
a strand of grey. Unusual for a man of forty-seven. 

Anyway, he finally invited me to dinner at his place Friday 
night. I expected wine. candles, Vivaldi. You know the routine. 
Randall at least had the good taste to select Mendelssohn, much 
less of a cliché. Now picture our excellent dinner. Arugula salad 
dressed with walnut oil. Salmon baked under a crisp almond crust. 
For dessert, fresh raspberries. How did he know? АН the while, 
he’s smiling at me in the candlelight. Um hum, the perfect setup. 

Now, I’m feeling that familiar flutter inside. The first time. 
Always so awkward. When was the last time you had spontaneous 
sex? No, I don't want you to answer that. And I won't accept 
nineteen-seventy-four as an answer anyway. 

Then he says, "Thea, there's something you should know." 

Damn, I'm thinking. Herpes? Maybe even AIDS? You know, 
sometimes I wonder why I even bother anymore. So. I wait, but my 
encouraging smile's slipping a little. 

*] don't know precisely how to put this." he says. clearing his 
throat. A little too dramatically, I thought. Then he says--get this- 
-"I am...emotionally unavailable. But we can stil! have a delightful 
affair," he assures me. His perfect, capped teeth are gleaming in 
the candlelight. “I'm told Гм quite a skillful lover," he says. 

Gloria, І thought you knew me better than that. 1 was 
speechless. Casual sex with a colleague? 1 have to tell you though, 
his flannel slacks bulged invitingly. Just like that dancer at the 
Alvin Ailey we were staring at through my binoculars. 

Well, what could I do? I thanked him for a lovely dinner. 
And just before I walked out, I turned and said, “Randall, you’ve 
got a great body. But I'd just be using you.” 

Stop it! You don’t want to meet him. 


Arlene L. Mandeil's story, "Support Your Local Library”, 
appeared in WINGS, vol.4, #2 
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THINKING OF JENNIFER-—by J R Donnelly 


Thinking of Jennifer, Carver looks at the red geranium in thc 
glass of water between the rows of coffee machines and the sink 
full of dirty cups and saucers and smiles. How will the two of 
them spend the weekend? While he thinks, he washes thc cups and 
saucers. The two of them are just leaving the apartment after 
breakfast сапу Saturday morning. just closing the door behind 
them, both of them still standing on the welcome mat (bought 
together), and the cups and saucers have already been washed, dried 
and put away. While he puts the chairs up, sweeps. mops, Carver 
and Jennifer browse in the aisles of the swap meet at the Amboy 
Drive-in. She is showing him a cut-glass vase, she says, would be 
just perfect for geraniums. Holding it up. Letting the morning sun 
catch in colored prisms around her, he turns off the light and locks 
the door. 

Carver and Jennifer sit on the floor in the living room listening 
to early Miles. Sipping Merlot. Laughing about the old man at 
the swap meet earlier arguing over the relative worth of a tiny mug 
about the size of a shot glass and the university from which it had 
once come. The old man, claiming to know of what he spokc. 
being an alumnus berating his alma mater, moving from the 
administration to the faculty to the library to the parking lots, to 
sports teams to the zebra (its mascot), sparing nothing and no one. 
The old man, merciless in his criticisms. The woman selling the 
tiny mug for a quarter, finally settling for a nickel. The woman, 
glad to be rid of the old fart, doing a double take when he insists 
that she wrap it for him. She snatches the mug back from the old 
man. Puts it on the ground next to a speaker pole. Smashes it to 
blue dust with the speaker. Saying to the old man, “Now, it's 
worth a nickel. Do you still want it wrapped?" Her reaction 
bringing real tears to the old man's eyes. The thought of it 
bringing tears of laughter to Carver and Jennifer. Neither able to 
Stop. Their sides hurting. 
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Carver sitting on the edge of his bed in the dark. The window 
open. Carver listening to the sounds of traffic outside. A half 
empty bottle of Thunderbird in his hand. Carver drinks from the 
bottle. The cheap wine beginning to go down smooth now. He 
hears a woman scream. The voice of a man cursing the woman. 
Carver hears the dull thuds of the man striking the woman. The 
woman's screams begin to fade. ГИ save you, Jennifer, mumbles 
Carver, tilting the bottle back. ГИ save you. 


— ————————= 
J R Donnelly previously published poetry in ANTIGONISH 
REVIEW, G.W. REVIEW, LATE KNOCKING, SMALL POND,and 


Others. This is his first published story. 
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WHAT PM TRYING TO SAY--by Eugene Wildman 


Holly is in the other room, slipping into something comfortable, 
getting herself prepared. Fm out here poking around, waiting to 
see how the night unfolds. She doesn't like it when I watch, says 
it makes her nervous. I don't know what to think. Don't get me 
wrong, she's the love of my life, but sometimes I have to wonder. 
Is it even her in there, how am 1 supposed to tell? 

Before this gets to sounding crazy, maybe I should start at the 
beginning. That would be a couple of years ago, when she 
happened to see this hypnotherapist, Dr. Biff Bender, on the 
Yolanda show one night. It was a program about the Unexplained: 
Past Life Regression, the Bermuda Triangle, the Abominable 
Snowman, Parallel Dimensions. That was where Biff came in. 
Something struck a chord and she wrote to the station and found 
Out that he has a practice nearby. She started seeing him and there 
we are. 

Biff is something. He used to run an art gallery, worked for a 
while on a cattle ranch. was a street musician in San Francisco. 

He is careful not to bill himself as a therapist. He's a licensed 
hypnotist, that's it. True, he has a PhD, but that's in art history. 
Twenty years ago he wrote a book about Mannerism. Biff puts 
them under right away, gets them remembering bug-cyed beings, 
incubation tanks on spaceships, creepy genetic experiments. Then 
he publishes transcripts of the sessions. Biff says the aliens are 
saving us from ourselves. They are like the Masters you read about 
in Gurdjieff and some of those past life books. They are here 
because we are too warlike, the other evolved species are horrified. 
As for the environment, well you can guess. 

Holly is pretty easy to look at, who wouldn’t want to watch 
her? But Гм not about to push my luck. When she's ready she 
will make her entrance and we will watch her together. Yolanda is 
doing another one of those shows, and Biff and Holly and some 
other folks will be talking about the visitors and sharing personal 
experiences. They did the taping a month ago but are first airing 
it now. I can hear her clomping around inside, opening and 
closing dresser drawers, slamming the closet door shut. Probably 
staring in the mirror. I wonder what she is seeing. 

I walk to the window and look out at the sky. There's а 
crescent moon, I can see the Dipper, and I think how fantastic the 
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universe is. All those planets and suns and galaxies, anti-matter 
and black holes, space reaching out past forever. I’m a big fan of 
the X-Files, Deep Space Nine, Star Trek Voyager, but I can’t help 
wondering if the truth is out there. Who knows what to believe. 
Nobody here but us chickens? Today's truth is tomorrow’s chicken 
pie. 

«ГИ probably look like ап idiot." Holly calls out. 

"Stop worrying," I call back. 

“It would be nice if you believed me a little." 

*What am I supposed to say to that? Tel! you how little T 
believe you?" 

“Very fucking funny." 

Twice a month she meets with her group at the Unitarian 
church. She has been a true-blue member since one of her own 
first abductions came back: grey figures standing by the bed, the 
eerie light, then waking up on the ship. I’m with the friends and 
family contingent, and we convene at Mallory's Pub. We drink 
beer and swap stories that none of us understand. We arc trying to 
see our spouses and lovers through, trying to be supportive. Only 
why is it, I keep on thinking. that we are all so terminally sad? 
After all, we're not the ones taken. We're the ones left asleep on 
the bed. or zoned out on some rural highway behind the wheel of a 
car. Only maybe that's the point. The whole race is being altered, 
and we have been left behind. Now that the aliens seem to have 
arrived, somehow we find ourselves outside the frame. 

You would think, with what they say goes on when those aliens 
get you in their clutches, that our marriage would have suffered. 

In fact the opposite is true. She is every bit as sensual and ardent 
as before. She has taken to wearing dramatic makeup and dressing 
all in white. Either that or all black. Though sometimes she gets 
this faraway look, as if nothing around her is altogether real, not 
the house, or me, or for al! I know her. Sometimes she will burst 
Out crying, and when I ask her what the matter is she gives me this 
look, almost surprised, like who is he, what is he doing here? 

The news is just finishing when she comes out. A new mass 
Brave in Bosnia, another infant killed in a drive-by. She kisses me 
lightly and puts her arm through mine, and for a second I am 
Panicked and wonder if I am going to lose her. Will it be to some 
lover on earth or in the sky? She is dressed in some kind of sheer 
Outfit, and it makes me think of a priestess. Which she may be for 
all I know. 
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Yolanda gives her opening spiel. "Why are thcy here," shc 
asks dramatically, ^that is today's topic. Camera pans to where the 
guests are seated, lingering on Biff and his designated antagonist, 
an astronomer from UCLA. He is the official debunker, thcy 
always have one. A woman from California begins. telling how 
when she was a little girl she was taken from her bedroom in the 
middle of the night and microdevices were implanted inside her. 
Shot of the debunker looking like he will explode. Yolanda turns 
away from him to the other side of the stage, wherc a 
fundamentalist minister immediately takes exception. Looking 
serious he cautions viewers that nowhere in scripture are UFO's 
mentioned. Somebody says "What about Ezekiel?” but this is 
allowed to drop. Moving along, a woman psychiatrist observes 
tartly that what we have here is a classic incest fantasy. For some 
reason she looks right at Holly, who calmly replies that even on our 
honeymoon the visitors would not let her be. All of a sudden they 
were in the room. One of them pointed this rod-like gizmo and I 
was out for the duration. Then they lifted her onto the ship where 
she had to hold this alien baby and play all these different games. 
That's because human children, unlike their kind, need tactile 
communication and play in order to develop normally. Alien babies 
with their superior intellects are beyond these crude necessities. I 
wonder what it must be like having a child in the stars, and then I 
think champ, you're losing it, stop while you're ahead. 

One of the guests, not to be outdone, explains that although 
some aliens may look like us, those are in fact androids. Another 
claims to have seen doubles of people he knew were dead. Pod 
copies of some kind. 

“You think I'm weird, don’t you?” Holly says. 

“Why would I think that?" I say. 

"Bring on the geeks,” she says. 

"Hey, weird is good," I say. "I like weird," and I lean over 
and kiss her. 

"Yeah, good for that," she says. 

Another guest suggests the aliens are in fact from a different 
dimension. "We exist in time," he says, “they exist in space. 
Their space is our time." 

“What do you think about that, audience? Our guest claims 
these visitors are able to actually travel in time,” Yolanda Says 
“They are here, in other words, but never now.” 
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Holly’s fingers brush my lips, linger. trip along the spine, 
pressing, squeezing, probing. exploring. Her hair spills down the 
side of her face. “You don't have to understand, just so long as 
you love me," she says. 

"Tell you what," I say to her, and just in time the program 
ends. 

Who is anyone, do we even know? It is clear that they are 
using us to breed. 1 suppose their world must be dying and they 
are trying to change us into them. Or cloning us maybe to make a 
new race. Possibly they lack creativity. We are a killer species but 
we know beauty. We know the moan of a saxophone and the glint 
of a sunset off a mountain peak. Are lines of mathematical 
symbols harmonies to them? Has their sun already burned out 
while they go on drifting and searching through space? 

I close my eyes and see myself stretched across a table. A Star 
Woman is standing over me, thoughts winding and twisting around 
me. “Struggle is so unfulfitling,” she says, almost to herself. The 
sound is like reeds rubbing together, touching against the 
membranes of my mind. I have read that they are something like 
insects. She blinks dark, larval eyes and waves of longing flood 
through me. She is unbelievably, shimmeringly beautiful. 

But Holly is human, I tell myself. If she is still Holly. What 
is it that keeps us apart? How can we ever truly merge? I sigh 
and reach for her, and as we touch in the dark it comes to me what 
I am trying to say: that no matter who you're with. or how much 
you love, the sadness you feel is because in the end you are always 
clinging to a different one. We cry out at the same moment, 
clawing and convulsing. and I look up yearning to be lifted, 
wondering where is the light in the sky? 


rom NI i. а ИХ ЕЕ 
Eugene Wildman has published fiction widely. He teaches in 
the writing program at the University of Illinois at Chicago. 
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Rachel Hadas 
David Baker 
Sophie Cabot Black 
Norbert Krapf 
Charles Martin 
Phillis Levin 
David Dooley 
D.H. Melhem 
Claudia Menza 
John Grey 
M.S. Montgomery 
Brian Daldorph 
Harold Witt 
Duane Locke 
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George Held 
Alan Elyshevitz 
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plus many new 
emerging voices! 
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Кеш fuengh poetry reviews of outstanding new books Ñ 
NSI З. Guest poets review selected poetry maga 
“Rosolina Stevenson reviews Parnassus Vol 20 
Dickinson reviews Exquisite Corpse #55 
teviews The Paris Review #137 


tatented and/or exceptional writers. We seek work that is finely 
crafted, highly refined, and that deives the human experience. 

We seek to make an impact on peoples’ lives. From the responses 
we have received, readers can relate to the literature in Wings. 

Wings is still growing and reaching a wider audience. As a 
result, expenses are increasing. Currently the biggest cost is 
the print-run for each issue. If Wings can generate enough 
revenue to cover printing costs for each issue, it will be on its 
way to success. Of course, mailing costs are a big expense as well. 
Eventually. we would like to pay our staff for the services they 
provide, but we cannot pay them while we struggle to pay expenses. 

Like most small press literary magazines, Wings does not 
sell volume in bookstores. Currently, there is no one source 
that generates a large portion of revenue. Subscriptions, sales 
of single copies at literary readings, and sales in bookstores 
collectively contribute to its income. 

All of this is why we turn to you, the contributor/subscriber/ 
reader for help. If you care about preserving literature by quality 
writers who are slowly gaining a wide audience, then I'm sure 
you'll take advantage of the many ways to purchase Wings, as 
mentioned earlier. After you've sent your check, please forward a 
сору of this letter to someone you know and tell that person to 
Send a copy to someone else. When you and others do this, Wings 
Will become a household name, and you will be helping the cause 
9f good writing for its own sake. 
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